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Hospitals. Winston had created a slogan that " Ireland will
fight and Ireland will be right," and the City—a barometer on
these occasions—was slumping badly. Wilfred said he must
get back, that he had the responsibility of too many people's
money to dare to be absent in a crisis.
" But what a pity to leave it all," he said regretfully.   We
were leaning over the wall of the pergola that overlooked the
Bay, and he made an astonishing suggestion :
" Why don't you remain ?   It is so lovely here.'1
Remain without him!   What powerful thought wave was
this of Munthe's ?   At any other moment of my life I would
have jumped at it, but . . , there was Margaret, still so little,
and ail that was left to me.   I dreaded another tragedy in my
absence.
IV
Upon our return to England the problem that absorbed me
was a memorial to Elizabeth. She was buried in the little
private cemetery belonging to the Midletons, next to their
garden. I had no wish for the ordinary heavy marble en-
graved slab or cross, I felt Elizabeth should have something
different.
At the Watts pottery a few miles away, beautiful things were
designed and made under the supervision and inspiration of a
rare and precious personality, the widow of G. F. Watts. She
had built up at Compton, on the spot where Watts had his
studio and where he eventually ended his days, a memorial
worthy of the man whose life work was creative. The result
achieved was of a comparatively high standard considering
the lack of artistic talent in the average English worker.
Mrs. Watts's vigilance preserved and maintained that
standard.
I drove to Compton intending to choose or to design. Mr,
Nicol, the Scotch manager, suggested to me that I should take
some pounds of clay home with me and try to make something
to suit myself.
I fell in with this idea. To make something, however bad,
to work for her instead of buying for her, seemed infinitely

